ANDREW   LANG

INVITED to note down some of my recollections of
Andrew Lang, I find myself suspended between
the sudden blow of his death and the slow develop-
ment of memory, now extending in unbroken
friendship over thirty-five years. The magnitude
and multitude of Lang's performances, public and
private, during that considerable length of time
almost paralyse expression; it is difficult to know
where to begin or where to stop. Just as his written
works are so extremely numerous as to make a path-
way through them a formidable task in bibliography,
no one book standing out predominant, so his char-
acter, intellectual and moral, was full of so many
apparent inconsistencies, so many pitfalls for rash
assertion, so many queer caprices of impulse, that in
a whole volume of analysis, which would be tedious,
one could scarcely do justice to them all. I will
venture to put down, almost at haphazard, what I re-
member that seems to me to have been overlooked, or
inexactly stated, by those who wrote, often very sym-
pathetically, at the moment of his death, always
premising that I speak rather of a Lang of from 1877
to 1890, when I saw him very frequently, than of a
Lang whom younger people met chiefly in Scotland.